>&u see your picture 
before you snap... 

in the big, dear 
"crystal bairfinder 

It's like looking into the future ... Jf 
when you look in the big brilliant finder 
and see your picture before you snap. 
There it is — bright and clear, every 
detail just as it's going to be in the 
finished shot. Easy to get everything 
just the way you want it. 

Kbefek Duaffex 
Camera 





» m ak« exciting flo* 
II malces „,_ vo a can 

exposures J^t ^ 

Veri tn"Soider.. " 
snap on a r ^ 

picture's in** tag. 



. wn talking about. 

No fccusmg, »o ^ ^ pictures 
a „d snap- Black an Cam era, 

V Bl SSi »» <?" S « font Kodak 
Rochester 4, 
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THE U 6HT ON --- 

(GULP) lOOK-~-Ttf£ STOVE'S 
COMM& OFF THE FLOOR! 
DURSTON MU6TVE CONNECT- 
EP IT TO TM£ LIGHT SWITCH i 
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„WeaD OP HIS OH/A/ BOY'S 
(SROUP-'HAL'S PALS CLUBS.IMC: 

-HZWHOuserz emjoys &iving> 

TIPS OfJ SPORTS, TRAIWM3. 
••MY FAVOfZlTE BRSAKPAST 
LIMB-UP IS A BIG BOWL OP 

IYHEATIES - SERVED UP 
WITH MILK AMD FRUIT,"SAYS 
HAL , "THERE'S A TRAINING 
OISH THAT'S OOOO TO BAT 
-AND PLENTY NOURISHING!" 
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— JUST THINK HOW MUCH A 
BIG CARV|NG-H/|,HA-- LIKE 
THI5 WILL BE 
WORTH 

' ANP I THINK 
I KNOW WHO OUR 
FIR6T CUSTOMER WILL 
3E — NVOKA SHE'LL BE 
ANXIOUS TO SUVSOMEt 
THING TO REPLACE 
THOSE CARVINGS 
BELONGING TO 
M lt-O 
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BLOOBSTUTTER IN THE LION'S DEN 



A VACUUM BLOOBSTUTTER Story 
By Hod Reed £ -\- 




IF you .sell ice cream cones, you ve got a 
good, steady business unless you happen 
to, live at the North Pole. The customer who 
buys 'an ice cream cone is likely to eat it right 
away. There are remarkably few persons who 
buy ice cream cones to save for their old age. 
So, the regular ice cream cone consumer who 
buys an ice cream cone today will have to come 
back tomorrow and buy another ice cream cone 
and the next day and the next and the next and , 
so on. The ice cream cone man has a good, 
steady business. 

"But in hole-making it's different," Vacuum 
Bloqbstutter was telling his pal, the talkative 
woodpecker. "A hole won't melt and it can't 
be eaten." 

"How about doughnut holes?" asked the 
woodpecker. 

"Hardly anyone eats the holes," declared 
Bloobstutter. "Most people throw them away. 
In fact, lots of bakers give a penny refund for 
each hole that's ■returned and they use them 
over and over again like milk bottles." 

"So?" said the woodpecker. 

"So the United States Hole-making Corpora- 
tion needs more business and I'm thinking of 
taking another t ip into the past to try to drum 
some up. I'm thinking of going back to the 
■ 60s." 

"You'll land smack dab in the middle of the 
Civil War," asserted the bird. "You'll get some 
hole business, all right. Either the Yanks or the 
Rebs will put a hole in you." 

"Oh, I don't mean 1860." responded Bloob- 
stutter. "I intend to go back to the plain 60's 
A.D. Back to the time of Nero!" 

"Nero?" The woodpecker scratched his red 
head, then said, "Oh. yes, I remember him. He 
was the famous Roman umpire." 

Bloobstutter smiled in a patronizing manner. 
"You mean Roman Emperor, head of the Roman 
empire." 

"Isn't he the one who used to summon slaves 
to enter the arena with lions?" asked the bird. 
"Quite true." 



"Well," continued the woodpecker, "you may 
say Nero wasn't an umpire, but believe me, 
when he called a slave 'out' he wasn't 'safe'!" 

Bloobstutter ' tried to ignore the gag. 

"Ho-huh-hub-HO-ho ! Ho-huh-huh-HO-ho !" 
laughed the bird. 

The man said. "Laugh all you like. Hut I 
think I could do business with Nerc. I was just 
reading in a history book that the Remans had 
quite a bit of trouble in their chariot races be- 
cause the axle' holes in the chariot wheels were 
imperfect. They didn't have the tools in those 
days to build a really first class hole. I intend 
to get Nero to sign a contract with. the U. S. 
Hole-making Corporation for all his chariot 
wheel-hole business." 

Of course, a good salesman will tackle almost 
anybody. But how many would try to sell Nero? 
" You could count theen on the fingers of one 
elbow ! 

Vacuum Bloobstutter grasped firmly the han- 
dle of his magic broom and intoned, 
"Since our wheel-hole sales 

Have fallen to zero 
J wish I was back 

In the days of Nero!" 
The wish broom, whieff Bloobstutter had 
obtained from a witch, was one which would 
grant any wish made to it in rhyme while the 
wisher was holding its handle. It did its job. 
In half a trice, Bloobstutter was back in the 
days of Nero. 

ROMAN soldier saw him and cried out, 
"E pluribus unurn!" or something that 
sounded quite a lot like that. Next thing you 
know, Bloobstutter and his broom were taken 
prisoner. The Roman soldiers looked at him 
with curiosity and awe. 

One of them said, "Behold, this one is un- 
doubtedly an enemy warrior from a foreign 
power. Take note of his warlike uniform." 
Bloobstutter could not convince them that the 
uniform was merely an executive model, pin- 
stripe, blue serge suit. 
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They hustled him into a galley to be galley 
slave. The captain of the warship had never 
seen a broom. He assumed the broom was a 
new-fangled oar. Being short of oars, he per- 
mitted "Bloobstutter to keep the broom. This 
was a good break. 

Chained to: his seat alongside the other slaves, 
Bloobstutter began to row. He had decided to 
play along with his captors and size up the 
situation before seeking audience with Emperor 
Nero to get the chariot wheel-hole concession. 
He rowed. But he found the work fatiguing. 
And he was sorry for his fellow slaves, sweat- 
ing and straining to propel the huge craft 
through the water, their backs reddened with 
welts where the whip of the slave-master fell 
on any who failed to pull his weight. 
"By golly," said Bloob, 

"If I have to float ' 
1 wish it would be 
In a motorboat." 

Well, sir, "put-put-put" went the whirring 
outboard and the galley was zooming across the 
water ahead of a foaming wake and the oars 
were snapped out of the hands of the slaves 
and the slave-master was so startled and alarm- 
ed that he dived overboard and began swim- 
ming for the nearest island. 

^| 7 HEN it became known that Bloobstutter 
was responsible for this strange event 
which could only be regarded in thole days as 
a miracle, the little man in the blue serge suit 
was rushed directly to Emperor Nero- This was 
exactly what Bloob wanted, or thought he 
wanted. 

"M,r. Nero," he began. "That is, your royal 
highness, company can supply you with 
holes for your chariot wheels that are guar- 
anteed to ..." 

"Silence!" thundered Nero, "No slave may 
speak to mef" 

"But I'm not - , ." Bloob started his protest, 

"Silence !'' roared Nero'agairh "Guards ! Throw 
this evil magician to the lions. I would have 
sport." 

Two burJy guards picked up Bloobstutter, 
5brdom and all, and hurled him into the arena- 
He lit on his head. He was stunned. He was, . 
in fact, down for the count. A knob as big as 
a goose egg began to rise on his nearly bald 
head. 

-'Box nablscos !" shouted Nero. Roughly trans- - 
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la ted that means "turn loose -the Hon." 

A barred door was raised and a huge Hon 
came roaring into the arena, heading for the 
limp little man in the blue serge suit. 

Poor Bloobstutter! He had been in tough 
spots before, of course, but always he was able 
to call on his magic broom to get him out of 
trouble. Now, however, being unconscious, be 
wasn't able to make any wish. 

The lion, with its sharp claws digging the 
turf, with its great hungry jaws open wide, 
rushed toward him. 

Nero, sitting in the royal box, stifled a yawn 
with the back of his hand. "It won't be much 
of a fight," he said to the Emperors Chief Yes 
Man. 

"It won't be much of a fight," responded the 
latter. . > . ; 

The lion's hot breath was on ' Bloobstutter. 
It seemed the jungle beast would swallow the 
little man in one gulp. Then, almpst inexplicably, 
the animal stopped. He gazed intently at Blodb- 
stutter's head. He . saw the "goose egg." He 
licked it tenderly with his tongue. Then he sat 
back on his haunches, turned his nose upward, 
and emitted a sound that sounded like a hoarse 
cackle. 

Bloob had been very lucky indeed. It hap- 
pened this particular lion was one who had 
been caged so long he had gone slightly stir 
crazy. There were moments when the lion 
thought himself a chicken. He was cackling 
proudly, because he thought he had laid an egg. 

The unusual high-pitched sound seemed to 
penetrate to Bloob's brain and stir him back 
to consciousness. The second he realized where 
he was, he grabbed his broom and exclaimed, 
"Get me away 

From this old lion! 
Take me to nineteen.' 
Forty'nionV* 

£*MTELL. how many holes did you sell to 
f»Iero," asked the woodpecker, 
"Norte," said Bloobstutter. "That guy doesn't 
believe m buying anything. Has everything: 
made for him by slave labor." 

THE END 



VACUUM BLOOBSTUTTER 'S laugh-filled 
exploits appear in every issue of MASTER 
COMICS! 
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SEHP IN YORE PLAN* A!IP KDR6 
reiCE5!THE OWE THET SUBMITS THE 

BEST PLAN «T THE LOWEST COST THET'S 

SETS THE JOS.' mm^^ *** 
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ALL SIGHT, TOM .' I' 
tSlVE YOU UNTIL NOOM 
TONVOERDW IF I DOW'T 
HEAR FROM YOU BY 
THEN i IT'LL MEAN EVEfTl'- 
THINS IS ALL RIGHT 
AMD I'LL GIVE THE 
COUTIJACT TDM 
TH£M 



THAT'S FAlEL 

enough! mayor 
i'll ripe over to 
Peaceful haven 
the hr6t thins 
in the mokmin& 



IF MI3<. THINKS HE'S 
AGONNA SPOIL MY SCHEME, 
HE'S CRAZY,' WHEN HE GETS 
THAR IN THE MORNlNSi HE'S 
AGONNA RUN IWTUH SOME--^ 



THE FOLLOWIN6 MO£NINS IK 

PEACEFUL HAVEN -- 
, ^ . 

SO THIS IS THE HARDWELL CON- \| 

STEUCTIOM COMPANY .' IT LOOKS 

LIKE A SHACK BUT YOU CAN'T JUP6E 

A BOOK BY fTS COVER.' IF THEY CAN 

REALLY &UILP A GOOP TOWi HALL AT 

LOW COST, 

THEY PE5ERV6 

THE 

CONTRACT, 
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NEW! the 




Re taw— MONAIK vim unify! 
Loieri in MOHARK , S"SofaTy'Ga^d , 
loddlt rail and tnromt-plDtcii < 
oufff-ityfe luggagt grille. 
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Yes, absolutely FREE — a tag, 
coJorful -'KING ON WHEELS' 



badge. Send for it today — be first in your 
neighborhood to have this dandy, new 
emblem of the "bike-ways". It's made of 
sturdy metal in three bright, rich colors with 

"KING ON WHEELS" figure 
show/i at right and the/w'ords "KING ONv *W ,■' 
WHEELS" printed right on the metal. P>6^ * ; 
put it on your jacket or shirt . .„ Girls, wasuHat on 
your sweaters or coats. Just fill out the cotipon on this 
pagc,#nd mail it to the address shown . . . we'll rush „ , 
you"Pr "KING ON WHEELS" badge. 



FREE DEMONSTRATION at your 
MONARK dealer's! Check the features 
above — and see the many.other air-mo- 
bile features found only on MONARK. 



For tfl6*addr 

pick up your phone, c; 
ask for Operatpr 25. 
address of your neares 



nearest M ON ARK deafer just 
11 Western pinion by number and 
She'll giveVSu the name and 
; M ON ARK dealer. 



See the complete line of bicycle? "Built by Monark"— in all sizes and prices, 



a£ tkru/i tt&xt /Kaufrae/uicie Pa/zty 
MFM THESE AMAZMG L/FEC/kE 

RUBBER MASKS 




COVER ENTIRE MEAD .. . * LAST FOR 
YEARS ... SO LIFELIKE- PEOPLE GASP 
WITH AMAZEMENT ANJ> DELIGHT. . . 

Mold-Art Rubber Masks are molded from best 
grade natural flexible rubber, ^hey cover the 
entire head. Yet you see thru the "eye?." The 
mouth moves with your lips . . . you breathe 
. . . smoke . . . talk . . .even eat thru it. Hand- 
painted for realism. Wonderful for every dress* 
up occasion — for parties or gifts. Fun for chil- 
dren and adults alike 




RU3BER-F0R-M0LDS, INC. 

6044 Av«M«!« Avanua, D.pf. 13-M, Chicago 3 



4 Avondale Sue, 
DepM3-M,thiraga 31, III. 

Send me the Masks i " 

□ Idiot n Monkey D Lady KMIlt 

□ Cln*n □ OldWin O Old Lady 

□ 4 Eyes □ Tramp □ Salan 

□ Black Face , □ Monsier Man 

□ Sophislicalcdiady NAME — 

□ Mickey Mouse (p.ini Plainly 

□ Minnie Mouse STREET — 

□ Donald Duck 

□ Santa Claus. 



CITY- 




OF SAGGING I 



{ TILL YOU SEtWiS^BW'S 
* *TEA»4*OF oRCWH'jP STVIE5 
/ WITHTHcik RU66ED HE-MAN 
GOOP LOOKS — THEY'RE *T0fe'7l 
IN ANY LEA6'/E" 

*ROP J ESI. boy: 
* "HHOP SHOES for men 

PHOE COMPANY 



